Prospcro lifeless before he realized that he was beset. That he and the
three who remained him must presently make an end of the two
as soon as their defensive energy began to weaken he could not doubt.
But already the engagement had lasted too long. Doors were opening,
voices were calling, lights were stirring in the street, and these four
who were too obviously the assailants must presently find them-
selves overwhelmed by those who would account it their duty to
interfere.
Lamba fell back to take stock of the situation, and perceived at
once that it had become dangerous to linger. With an oath that he
would not blunder next time, he gave the word to retreat, and before
the advancing rescuers, the Doria party, including the man Ferruccio
had wounded, backed away into the darkness, plunged down a narrow
alley-way and was lost to sight. The man brought down by Prospero
was left to lie where he had fallen, and the lights of those who came up
revealed hiiji to be Flavio Doria, He lay in a pool of blood/ uncon-
scious and seemingly in desperate case. But he evoked no sympathy
from any in the crowd that was very soon assembled.
"He is well-served for an assassin,'* was an old man's angry com-
ment, which, from what else was said, seemed to express the mind of all.
Prospero and Ferruccio, putting up their weapons, stayed for no
more than to recover breath and mop the perspiration from their
brows* Then, with a word of thanks to these timely saviours, they
disengaged themselves from that friendly press* and made off in their
turn.
Yielding to Ferruccio's urgent persuasions, Prospero descended
with him to the port, and went aboard the Gatta, his felucca, at her
moorings beyond the Cow Gate.
*Tve been as near my end tonight as I find it comfortable," Ferruccio
protested. "And so have you, my lord. Luck may not stand our
friend again if we give Ser Lamba another opportunity. You heard
his parting threat. A man of blood, and the death of Ser Flavio will
not soften him. Take warning, my lord, and do not wantonly expose
yourself."
Prospero took heed for that night, and slept aboard the felucca.
In the morning, when he would have departed, he learnt from one of
his men who had been ashore that all the talk on the quayside was of
certain doings in Genoa that obviously concerned him. In the night
his house had been invaded by an armed party under Lamba; failing
to find him there, the fiery Doria had forced an entrance to the
Cardinal's palace in quest of him. Frustrated there again, and
threatened by His Eminence with grave consequences of this violence,
he had withdrawn, swearing for all to hear that wherever Prospero hid
himself, he would know how to find him.
Prospero sat down to consider, and came presently to the same
conclusion that since there was nothing now to keep him in Genoa,
there was. no purpose in risking his life by lingering a moment longer
than it need take him to order matters for departure. He realized the
futility of sending a cartel to such a man as Lamba Doria, Lamba
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